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HIGH LIGHTS 


FOR BUTTERPLIPJS ARE FREE 


Tomas Mason 


Oh Marianne, proud Marianne, whose head is bowed-so low 
Vdiile through your smiling vineyards the clanking, grim 
tsiril'CS so 

V.hile by your-silent homesteads the gray-clad foeman 
1D3. S S 

And in your ruined churches' the Devil serves Black 
The shadow of a-crooked cross is spread across fair 

France ■ ' . t ^ . 

Yihere- the Hun is stepping madly in his maniacal dance^ 
Timed to the tune of treachery, metered to beat of pain. 
Red with the light of the maggoty hell from out of a 
■ madman's brain. 


And yet - - - and yet, dear Mariaime, under the cross 
. , they defile 

A cyr^ic *3 hate within their hedrts, ‘on their lips a 
J . .sneering "Heili" . . ^ . 

And yet - - - and yet; dear Marianne, where your dead in 

windrows lie, . 

Over* youi* sons v^ho have'died for you flutters a butter- 

» 'fly • 

There are Iputterflies in Normandy as there always used 
There are^butterflies in Paris and in Calais near the 

' 0 2l * * 

And some are' golden-yellow, and some are golden-red, 
And their wings bear tio' shadow such as hovers over your 

No crooked cross upon their wings, for butterflies are 
f* r*0 G 

As sometime, 'dearest Marianne, your Franco again shall 
be. 


Oh Marianne, dear Marianne; the thorns upon your brow, 

Poisoned with hate and envy, are blood-cruel 

You know how the Christ suffered, . * Yot li.^<-.ie 10 

their gain ' 4 .^ ^ 

That you drink the dregs of sorrow, writhe to the rea 01 


pcxl.n0 , , 

For, cringing to an ogre who-dare not faco the truen. 
Blinding their-eyes to beauty, spilling the blood 01 
youth, ■ j -uj. 4 .V, 

Their only goal the law-of mighty through rl^t they 


-may no-t win, ■ • 

Cloaking their crimes in lying v/ordo ’they 
' " sin. 


defy t^oir 
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And yet - - and'yet, dear Marianne^ though, hitter is 

your day/ ' 

And along the paths of sorrow your sons must plod tneir 

way, . . ' 1 j 4 

And yet - - and yet, dear Marianne, thou^ your land in 

slavery lies, ' , 4 . 4 . • .pt 

Now as for ever and ever, over Prance a hutterrly 

" flies. 

The butterflies in Burgandy throng the vineyards as of 

old. . , , 

And the White grapes hang upon the vines to be wined to 

drops of go.Ld, 4 . m 

And the butterflies are dancing v;here the muscats mellow 

sweet. 

For you cannot bind a butterfly, put shackles on its 

feet. ' 4 . 4.-14 

No tortured cross upon their wings, for butterflies are 

free, . x, ti 

As sometime, dearest Marianne, your France again shall 

be. 


FIRST EDITIONS 

> . ^ 

■ Elmer Mason, one-time editor of Vanity Pair, an 
ex-advertising man, a collector and expert on first edi* 
tlons, will be the guest speaker at the Guild meeting, 
October So 

Mr. Mason will devote; his twenty minute^ discus** 
Sion to American first editions, incliiding a, 
definition of what a-first edition is. 

First editions, of course, are not'always valu¬ 
able just because they are .first editions, and Mr* Mason 
will show w:hy some acquire imporjjance, while others do 
not*; ' ‘ 

; Drawing on his extensive experience^ 
will relate anecdotes about the fascinating hebby, 
exhibit some editions from his own collection* He wx,!!.* 
also be glad to answer'any questions from the audience 
relating to his subject*' 
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THE MOUSE 


Craig Coloman 


Groat windows ooonod out onto a Jumblo of moun¬ 
tains, huge, silent, awo-inspiring. The paintings on 
the walls wore in proportion to tho onormous room. The 
desk was so large that the papers distributed over it in 
neat piles looked like white postage stamps. Over tho 
six-foot fireplace, to the loft of the desk, there was a 
heroic size portrait sunk in the somber paneling. 

A man in a bro'-vn uniform, devoid of decorations 
save for a simple iron cross, sat tense on a long, bro¬ 
cade-covered couch gazing up at tho portrait - his own. 
His lips twitched, his hands clenched and unclenched on 
the edge of tho couch, his body was never quiet. By con¬ 
trast tho stillness of his painted replica over tho man¬ 
tel made it seem oven larger, gave it a dignity that v/as 
entirely wanting in tho original. 

Something of this got through-to the man on tho 
couch for he rose abruptly to his feet, muttering angri¬ 
ly, and moved across the room where a groat map of tho 
world was tacked down on an immense drawing table* Tho 
map was covered with fine linos in many colors, but one 
thick rod lino enclosed what had boon I’oland and Austria 
and-swept below Switzerland, following tho Rhino to tho 
sea, and crept up tho coast to moot itself again above 
East Prussia# 

The man loaned forward over tho map and follow¬ 
ed this lino with his finger, then stepped back, his 
face-working with discontent, his eyes studying tho map. 
Then, with-lightning suddonoss, his hand seized a bit of 
rod crayon, and, with a single stroke drew a rod lino 
across much of Russia, down throu^ tho Dardanollos^ 
arovtnd Greece and up tho coast following tho Italian 
border to enclose Switzerland. Again stopping back, 
he gazed at tho map, focussing his'eyes on a small part 
of central and southern Franco th-it a rod lino enclosed. 
Seizing tho crayon ho crossed off this' urea with two 
bitter strokes. -Once more ho stopped back, focussed 
his eyes on Italy, raised his fingers to his lips and 
gnawed tho ends in indecision. Ho reached' for tho 
crayon again, hesitated, then lips snarling, drew a 
heavy lino around Italy, Spain and Portugal, pressing so 
hard that tho chalk crunched beneath his fingorsT "This 
time his lips wore smiling as ho contompla,ted his work. 
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Again ho loaned forward and tho crayon traced a 
lino around tho Scandinavian 'countrlos, straight down 
tho white soa to Leningrad, and, oyes all^t, ho spoke 
aloud; 


"So^ - Now to cross off England forever. . as I 
have done to Franco^" his fingors tightonod tholr hold 
on tho crayon, 

A tiny shadow flitted across tho map, and tho 
man drow back with an e:cclamation of fear, stood shak¬ 
ing, Tho shidow became-stationary, resolved 'itself 
into a brlght-oyod mouse, motionless on tho map, just 
below the name Berlin, 

Tho man ceased to shakej his lips drow back 
ovor his tooth, his eyes concentrated to pin-points, 

Tho mouse darted up tho -map across Sweden, to 
tho right into Russia, hesitated, thon flitted down to 
tho southern tip of Sicily, flow back and forth in dizzy 
clrclQs, stooping at last again pt Berlin, 

Tho man's eyes filled with triumph, his head 
wont back his lips moved; 

"An omen i An omonJ Tho Aryan, tho puro^ 
dominant race shall prevail. All, all Europe is tholrs, 
thoirs , . . . thon tho world." 

Ho bent his he-id and looked at tho bro'Jm mouse, 
that, motionless, watched him with brigh.t, beady eyes, 

A shadow crossed tho man's face. Ho glancod 
nervously sideways, his lips moving. 

"Thoirs . , , " ho repeated, but his voice was 
flat, "Thoirs, tho dominant, pure Aryans, NoJ NoJ 
His voice rose hysterically, "Not thoirs i -I^ino, mine, 
all mineJ I'll crush them, Aryans and all, crush them 
as I have crushed tho others. Blast -them as I blast 
this map . . , , "foam rose to his lips, snatching an 
automatic from beneath his epat he fired point-blank. 

There was an ugly hole whore the name Berlin had 
boon and tho man looked aw'ay from it shuddering, lot his 
eyes rest on tho quivering body of the brown mouse lying 
now far do'vn in tho South Atlantic* 
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It is I , I, alone, wHo shall own this world. 
It is I,,,I,," hid voicie was a tense whisper of 
triiunph as he bent forward, peering. 

Brown-uniformed troopers streamed into the huge 
room. The man did not raise his head'bhf still stared 
down at the tiny brown form. Then a scream broke from 
his lips, a scream of fear and agony: 

LookJ Look.'" his shaking finger pointed, 

• The body of the brown mouse, still twitching, 
lay with its nose touching a v/ee islet named St, Helena, 


THE WORKI'iAN Beulah May 

Who was the artist sculptured all the nave^ 

The goats and maidens dancing .on the frieze. 

The rounded barrel and Diogenes, - 

The fluted moulding "and the architrave? 

Did he toss back his hair, and was he grave. 
Intent upon his work and when the breeze 
Came ruffling in with talk of ships and seas. 

Did he look up and whistle off a stave? 

And, as the light was fading, put a-way. 

His tools, and with, a shout plunge in the street 
To cross the Arno yellow with the flood, 

Stopping to watch a juggler, or a treat 
Of puppets in a booth, glad to delay, 

Knowing his work was done and it was good? 
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ARTS GUILD NOTES ' ' Alfred Jamas Dewey 


The outstanding activity of the Arts Guild is 
our' Concert Orchestra. This group of young musicians .io 
doing excellent work under our Jascha Gogna. The Guilo. 
should feel complimented to have this group of talented, 
fine, musicians, as follow members. They roveaa. their 
interest in woi'king vindor a distinguished conductor like 
Mr, Gogna, bv coming hero every Sunday evening, from far 
towns'like Whittier, Temple City, Huntington Park, Mon- 
ro^'’ia, Arcadia, and many others. 

Visitors are welcome at the rohorsals S\mdays 
from 7 until 9:30 p.m* 

And there are other interests in the Orchestra 4 
Two members, Paul Pancher,* violist, and Evelyn Jacobson, 
violinist, boch of arcadia, eloped to Las Vegas not long 
ago, and wore marriod. They now live in Sierra Madre. 

* •}:- J,:- 4;- -jc- -K- -SJ- 

Some day soon I am going to express myself on 
why there ^3 a durth of humor in art,The subject is often 
discussed, but dreppod like a hot potato by so-called 
"thinkers," 


■ 5 :- -jc- ii- 


It happened in the Adobe; A woman, forty, came 
to inquire, about lessons. Sho gazed areund the studio, 
without enthusiasm, until sho saw the piano. 


"Oh," she said, "you have a piano. I want to 
learn the piano, and I want to play the violin. The vio¬ 
lin does something to me, and the piano - - it takes ono 
out of ones self, if you know what I mean and I know you 
do." 

"But," I said, "about the painting lessons , 


"Oh, yos," she said. "That's what I want most 
of all. Paint pictures - - ah yes - - paint pictures to 
release my soul of the horrors of the world, I»vo never 
.painted but I have the urge - - yes, the furvent urge. 


"What," I asked, "inspiros the urge?" 

"What inspires my urge? A flower - - my heart 
yearns to paint a little posy," 
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WOMAN Leslie B. Wynne 


Woman, so we have been told, cost man a para¬ 
dise. Well, if ahe did, what of it? .Has she not been 
worth it? The best real estate deal that man ever 
closed was when he traded his garden for a wife. When 
woman* comes to man^ she brings him a paradise within her 
arms, and faith within her heart. Let the Jealous gods 
hold to their garden and their shining meadows if they 
will. Let them hedge them about with walls and with 
towers of stone and set their cherubim upon the battle¬ 
ments. Their swords of flame may blaze above the gates 
until the day of doom. Who cares? Man has the better 
part of the bargain, known to the world as his better 
half. He goes forth into the barren desert and, so long 
as woman goes with him, the desert blooms under his 
feet, not like the rose that withers, but like the lowly 
alfalfa, which, though it be cradled thrice in a year, 
springs again and again into the sun to ripple under the 
winds of heaven from June unto June eternally green. 


Rear to yourself a castle upon the- hill or a 
cottage in some secluded valley; fence it about with 
palisades and with dikes. Have you left out woman? You 
have fenced the world and your happiness without, and 
emptiness within. Build your house upon a rock or upon 
the sands, as you will; but who will build you a home if 
not a woman? Though the storm clouds blacken the face 
of all the skies and the earth is blotted out, though 
the lightning flares from peak to Jagged peak; when she 
v/alks with you through the rain, the sun is shining, 
birds are singing in the tossing tops of the trees, and 
the flowers, though they were bowed and withered, bloom 
again. When she walks with you through the night, . the 
fogs are lifted and the mists are rolled away, and the 
•stars shine with all their brilliancy .throughout the 
furthest reaches of the receding heavens, while the mus¬ 
ic of the spheres is heard resounding in all its majesty 
witihln the hushed recesses of your soul* Nothing that 
has been a trouble to you will be a care to you then. 
Within your house and within your heart there is peace. 


Where woman moves, there good manners and chiv¬ 
alrous conduct are to be found; where takes her 
stand, there is the basis for finer things. She has been 
the great civilizer of the ages, pulling man out of sav¬ 
agery and up from barbarism by Imperceptible degrees. 
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Has a woman ever failed you? Check it off to the old 
adage, "The exception proves the rule," and be silent 
before the world. Or did you think v/hen you married a 
wife that you had espoused an angel? Her name Is «Voman, 
one neither more divine nor less than yourself. Handle 
her carefully for she is more tender, more easily bruis¬ 
ed than a peach. Yet an angel, with all the strength of 
an angel, could do no more for you than she. Is a little 
child in trouble? It is a woman who soothes it. Is a man 
in pain and in deep despair? It is a woman sustains 
him and lifts him up. And upon the rock of anguish that 
is Calvary, when the darkness falls and the veil is 
rent, it is a woman, faithful though weak with tears, 
timid though still enduring', who stands longest beneath 
the shadow of the fearful cross. 


ACCOUNTING OF SPENT YEARS Helen Ferguson Caukin 


iYhy, what has happened to this thing called time? 
An audit shows a shortage on my books. 

Must I now Join the rank and file of crooks. 

Or can I find the funds to quash this crime? 

My wealth seemed more than ample, in its prime. 
And so I squandered it, and tossed the change. 
Then I said, "Charge iti" Now my credit (strarjge 
How bills will mount!) is worth not even a dimei 


Hhy did T not plan my accounts with thrift. 

And figure costs before they turned to pain? 

There still are choicest wares to buy and fetch, 
For none will hand them to me, as a gift. ^ 

I'll add these columns up once more - - It s vain, 
0 aching head! Time's budget will not stretch. 
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THE ART OF LOAFING Lynn 0, Denny 


There is an art of loafing that only the gifted 
few can know. It involves many qualities which the world 
will not commend. 

To loaf realistically and enthusiastically, one 
must be a wee bit lazy -> - enough so that there will be 
a physical ecstacy in the act. One must be a dreamer, 
so that his soul rises above any inharmonious circum¬ 
stances that may distract him. One must be philosoph¬ 
ically inclined so he can argue (to himself) with con¬ 
viction that nothing endures, so why should he not loaf 
as well as work? One must be sentimental, so that there 
la a tinge of melancholy to his musings, and thereby he 
can justify inaction by insisting that the heart's de¬ 
sires come before worldly demands. 

One must have something of the poet in his na¬ 
ture, and be a writer, after a fashion, so that passing 
thoughts or hazy horizons or natural beauties within 
eyeshot are continually urging him to record his sensa¬ 
tions, and though his efforts result but futilely,he has 
the satisfaction of attempting lasting expression. And 
possibly most important of all, one must have the habit 
of procrastination as a qualification, for with it he 
can bend almost any circumstance, to his mood. 

To successfully and understand!ngly indulge the 
gentle art of loafing, one must have many qualities 
which never accompany natures which make history.or earn 
large fortunes or head the social columns. Not the least 
of these is the love of being alone, for the presence of 
another is often likely to lead to discussion, and dis¬ 
cussion to argument, and argument to anger - - anger to 
unrest - - unrest to the antithesis of perfect relaxa¬ 
tion, which is the essence of loafingl 

. All of these characteristics are proper ele¬ 
ments of the half-divine state of successful loafing. 
Yet, there is more to it. There is a quality needed 
that can seldom be acquired by Intent or study or prac¬ 
tice. It is a hereditary legacy, evidently - - indes¬ 
cribable and undifinable. Being so, it cannot be nam¬ 
ed. Only can it be likened to that quality in one 
which causes him to chuckle with glee when day opens in 
so stormy a mood that the usual duties must be forsworn 
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and there is no circumstance tliat can reasonably develop 
to Interfere with a full day of idleness - - idleness 
being understood to mean the absence of unwanted obliga¬ 
tions , 

Even this is not all. Artistic loafing is not 
sitting inactive. It is not the absence of work, ne¬ 
cessarily, nor is it alone a goodly bit of puttering. At 
its best, it is constructive, creative, inspired thought 
and feeling and expression that is untrammeled by the 
fear of censure or the need of food and raiment or a 
place to sleep at night. In a word, it is doing what 
one earnestly wants to dol ■ 

It can never come to one with a guilty con¬ 
science - - too guilty - - or to one in dire need of 
money, or to one in pain, or to one in new love. It 
probably cannot come to youth, but in the late '40's and 
'50*3 it is easiest of accomplishment - - after the urge 
of ambition is quieted and before too much of the dread 
of old age looms big. The mind must be untroubled, free 
to soar or to languish! 

It can come in a hotel room, or on a clanging 
street car, or ini.many an inauspicious place. It comes 
best when one is alone in the deep timber, or far out on 
a shimmering desert, or where prairie breezes sing their 
plaintive melodies - - or,- easiest of all, in a cozy-, 
book-lined room that has grown infinitely dear through 
long association. 

The true art of loafing lies in one's ability 
to do wriat one yearningly .desires - - in a quiet way - - 
and the consciousness that in so doing, fulfillment has 
been attained1 


Suggestions from Guild members, for subjects of 
future Guild meetings, or for material to be included in 
the HIGH LIGHTS, will be accepted with our appreciation. 
This participation of the membership, it is hoped, will 
add greater variety to the Guild entertainments, HIGH 
LIGHTS can always use new "co:^y»" 
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SEPTEMBER GUILD IiIEETING 


Music and photography comprised’ the ontertain- 
ment at last month’s guild gathering. Much of'tho evening 
was devoted to a showing, "by Rollln C» Lev/is, of Koda~ 
chrome photographs, made hy hlmsolf and Dr, Lloyd Krohs, 

Music lovers thrilled to the violin solos given 
by Miss Helen Swaby, who has pleased Guild members in 
previous appearances. Her accompaniment was played by 
Willard Ganthor, like herself a member of the Arts Guild 
Orchestra, 

The photographs presented during the evening, 
wore almost exclusively taken during vacation trips made 
by the camera fans. Those by Mr, Lewis included many of 
his lovely High Sierra shots, and also a few taken while 
on a trip to the east coast earlier this year. Dr. Krebs 
supplied a collection of beach photographs. 

Miss Swabyplayed two groups of violin numbers 
including'Ave Maria, Schubert; Humoroski, Dvorak; Indian 
Love Song, Friml, and tho World is Waiting for the Sun- 
ri-so, Willard Ganther played a piano solo: Rhapsody 
by Brahms, 


Camera Club mombors are asked to remember that 
club mootings are nov/ hold on tho second and fourth Fri¬ 
days of each month, ins toad of on Tuo's day nights < At the 
Soptembor mooting'Mr, Emmett Black'exhibited Kodachromos 
taken on a Mt. Wilson trip,- Next mooting October 10th, 


BETTE KELLY GIVES SONG RECITAL 


Under tho sponsorship of Mrs, Grace McCarty, 
well known voice teachor,' Miss Bette Kelly, appeared at 
tho Wistaria Vine Garden’s, in a recital Saturday night, 
September 27 Miss Kelly, a soprano, gave an interesting 
and pleasing performance. She has studied under Mrs, 
McCarty for only two years, • - 
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